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BESfedl Vacuum Bloobstutter Stor 
By Waller Farmer - 





MISS TAIKA LETTA, the secretary, 
stepped into the private office and'an- 
nounced,'"Mr. John Smith is here to see you." 

Vacuum Bloobstutter, general manager of 
the United States Hole-Making Corporation, 
looked up at her with owlish eyes and ran his 
hand through the three hairs on top of 'his 
head. His face wore an expression of puzzle- 
ment as he said, "Mr. Smith? I don't know any 
Mr. Smith. What an odd name!" 

The secretary winked and said, "This is the 
Mr. Smith !" 

"Oh! Oh! Goodness gracious! Don't keep 
him waiting. Send him right in. And be sure 
we have absolute privacy!" 

The man who entered was thin and bony and 
had an extremely high forehead. Bloobstutter 
shook hands with him and said, "Mighty clever 
of you, calling yourself Smith. But I almost 
refused to let you in." 

Looking solemn, the man replied, "We must 
use every precaution. The secret agents of a 
foreign power are after my invention and it's 
important that they do not find out that I am 
actually Bill deBetta Mousetrap." While speak- 
ing, he carefully closed the Venetian blinds at 
all the office windows. Bloobstutter watched 
eagerly as the inventor unwrapped his long 
parcel. 

"She's a beauty!" exclaimed Bloobstutter. 

"Yes, sir, if I do say so myself," responded 
the inventor. "Of course, this is only a model. 
But, being an expert, you can see exactly how 
Ihe device works. The importa"nt thing is that 
it's atomic." 

Outside the window, a sinister figure wear- 
ing a dark cloak and a flat-crowned hat with 
brim pulled down in front, pricked up his ears 
at the word "atomic" and said to himself, "Ah, 
ha!" 

Irl the office, Bloobstutter exclaimed excit- 
edly, "We must take it to Washington right 




away. The White House will want to know 
about this. We'll fly there at once!" 

"Can we get plane reservations?" asked Mr. 
Mousetrap. 

"Who needs a plane? We'll just . . ." Bloob- 
stutter caught himself barely in time and 
mumbled something about taking a train if 
they couldn't catch a plane. 

The genera! manager of the United States 
Hole-Making Corporation had almost given 
away his most closely guarded secret: That he 
could fly without a plane! 

In a corner of Bloobstutter's office stood a 
frayed and very ordinary-looking old broom. 
Visitors would often remark about the pres- 
ence of a ratty old broom like that in such a 
spic and span executive office. Bloob would 
pass it off by mentioning that the janitor was 
sometimes careless about where he left his 
tools. 

But actually, the broom wasn't the least bit 
ordinary. It was a magic broom that Bloob- 
stutter had obtained from a witch. He could 
stride the handle and fly anywhere he wanted 
to in a trice — or half a trice if he was in a 
hurry. Furthermore, if he held the broom and 
made a wish in rhyme, that wish would in- 
stantly be granted ! 

However, Bloob had caught himself just in 
time to prevent giving away the secret of his 
broom to the inventor. The latter said, "Well, 
if we're going to Washington, we must be off." 

"True," agreed Bloobstutter, picking up the 
broom from it's place in the corner. 

"What's that for?" asked the inventor. 

"Oh, it's kind of a lucky charm with me," 
said Bloob. "I take it wherever I go." 

Mr. Mousetrap looked dubious. "I don't put 
too much stock in lucky charms, myself, al- 
though I do carry a horseshoe in my hip pocket 
and it's sometimes painful if I sit down fast. 
I keep forgetting to remove the nails. However, 
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! I won't object to your carrying that broom 
with you, provided you wrap it up in plain 

I brown paper so it won't b'e conspicuous. After 
all. who would go to the White House carry- 
ing a broom?" 

^ Bloobstutter nodded, then exclaimed. 
"Hissst! Did you hear a noise outside the 
window?" 

The inventor rushed to the window, raised 
it quickly, and looked out. But the clever agent 
of a foreign power had already disguised him- 
self as a flowering hybiscus. 

"Nothing there! You must have the jitters! 
However, I suggest that, just as a precaution, 
we leave this place separately and go in dif- 
ferent directions so as to throw the enemy off 
the scent. We'll meet at the airport." Bloob- 
stutter was agreeable to this plan, and he left 
the office first, with his magic broom wrapped 
in brown paper. 

He hailed a cab. "Take me to the airport by 
a devious route," he instructed. 

"Yes, m'lord," responded the taxi driver, who 
had a foreign accent and was wearing a dark 
cloak and a flat-crowned hat with the brim 
pulled down in front. 

Much to his astonishment, Bloobstutter was 
taken, not to the airport, but to the embassy 
of a sinister foreign power. A gun was thrust' 
into his ribs, the package was rudely grasped 
from his hands, and he was ushered into a high- 
ceiling room where twelve tough-looking, 
bearded men sat with machine guns trained on 
him. A thirteenth man, even tougher than the 
others, sat behind a huge desk. 

The "taxi driver" approached the desk, 
aaluted, and said, "Oh, Great Number One. 
I have here the amazing atomic invention." 
He handed over the long parcel. 

"Good work, J-13," responded the man be- 
hind the desk. "You will be well rewarded." 

"Shall we kill this Bloobstutter fellow now?" 
asked J-13. 

"Of course." responded Number One. "In a 
minute. But first let's look at this atomic ma- 
chine. Maybe we'll have to torture him first 
to show u. how it wort.." H. began unwr.p- 
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ping the parcel. When hi found It w.« only 
a broom, he displayed great indignation and 
hurled the broom at J-13 while bellowing, "Oh, 
Fudge 1" 

The twelve men with the gun. were so 
astounded by this unusual development that 
they took their eyes away from Bloob for half 
a trice. In that brief time, Bloob pounced on 
the broom and yelled: 

"I wish I could save 
My good ol' nation 
By sending these men 
To the police station!" 

Zooon,' 

All the foreign agents, including Number 
One and J-13 were whisked to the police sta- 
tion, where, they were held on vagrancy 
charges. 

Without bothering about a plane, Bloobstut- 
ter mounted his broom and flew to Washing, 
ton, just in time to be in on the White House 
conference where the inventor. Bill deBetta 
Mousetrap was being congratulated for his fine 
service to his country. And Bloobstutter was 
congratulated, too. "If you hadn't cleverly 
drawn a red herring across the trail, this atomic 
invention might have fallen into the clutches 
of a foreign power," said the nation'. Chief 
Executive as he shook Bloobstutter'. hand. 

(k F COURSE, the reporter, surrounded 
Bloob afterward. "What's the invention?" 
they asked. "Is it a new bomb? A jet plane? 
A guided missile?" 

"Why, no," said Bloobstutter. "It's an atomic 
doughnut-hole making machine. It will make 
the holes twice as fast a. any machine now 
on the market ! You can see how awful it would 
be to have such a machine fall into the hand, 
of a .mister foreign power!" 

THE END 
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